Volume 2 



Second volume already you say? That's right folks, fortunately people were receptive enough to the 
first, or at least pretending to be as to not hurt our feelings. But all the same, such patronage has lit a fire 
under our asses here at PAPINO, and our contributors have brought forth an excellent collection of 
unsettling stories, contemplative poems, and naturalistic, heartrendering photographs. Or something like 
that. - Tad Malone, Editor 
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Drunken Perceptions 

Danielle Magee 



The Talking Heads roared over us as people danced and drunkenly slurred their conversations with 
one another. There was a disco ball in the middle of the room and flashing lights everywhere. The 
unpleasant smell of the smoke machine filled my lungs. I was at my cousin's birthday and not a single one 
of us here was sober. I shouldn't be drinking, but I took a sip of my third whiskey coke and found my eyes 
upon a girl across the room. She completely unraveled herself in the music; eyes closed, dancing, running 
her fingers through her soft chestnut hair. Her black dress draped heavily over her gazelle like body. She 
finally opened her doe like eyes once the song had ended. I didn't recognize her. 
" Hey, who is that?" I asked. 

" Who?" My cousin replied. I lifted my drink in her direction. 
" That girl. Who is she?" 

" Oh. I actually have no idea. She's a looker, though." 


As I walked over to her, I downed my whiskey. I was nervous, for some reason. I've done this a dozen 
times. She noticed me eyeing her as I walked over. 
" Hello," she said. 
So enthusiastic. 

" Hey. I couldn't help but notice you're the only person I don't know at this party. I'm Jacob." 

" Ha, nice to meet you Jacob. Allie." 

She held out her hand for me to shake. So formal. 

" I'm Adam's girlfriend's little sister. He hasn't met me yet, I just got here." 
" I see," I responded. 

I noticed her tiny freckles sprinkled across her nose. She smiled widely at me. " So, Jacob. What would you 
like to hear next?" 

" You probably don't have what I want to hear." I said. 
" Doubt it, I am a music magician. I have everything." 
" Alright, The Quiet Things That No One Ever Knows." 
" Deja Entendu. Got it." 

Impressive. The song played as we conversed about her vinyl collection. She was, indeed, a music 
magician. She had everything from The Doors to Passion Pit and The Lone Bellow. 

As she took a long sip from her whiskey, we locked eyes. I held her gaze,until she embarrassingly looked 
down at the record player and put the next song on. 
" Lets get out of here." She finally said. 
" Where?" 

" My place, but I'm way to drunk to drive. Do you have a car?" 
"No." 

" That's fine, you can drive my car. Let me get my keys." 


She walked off into the darkness. If we are honestly speaking, I was pretty plastered too. I had three 
whiskey cokes, two shots of rum, and a few beers. I was in no condition to drive, but I was also in no 
condition to deny getting the fuck out of this party to spend the night with this beautiful girl. The party 
started to become one big haze while I waited for her by the door. 
" Hey, Jacob. You ready?" I snapped out of it. 

She stumbled towards me holding up her keys. I nodded. Shit. I can do this. 
" Here, I'm parked right outside. Lets go." 

Before we got into the car, we smoked a cigarette. " You can drive right?" She asked. 
" Sure." Not really. 

" Okay. I live about 10 minutes away. Do you like wine?" 
" I do." 

"Great, I have a great bottle of cab from Napa and amazing vinyls I just bought from a local record store. 
You ready?" 

I got into the drivers seat and began to drive. I rolled down the windows to keep me from dozing off at the 
wheel. It was incredibly dark outside. I checked the clock. 12:45 AM. This drive was taking forever. All I 
could think about was to get her home. The road just seemed to be getting narrower and narrower. I 
focused on the road and my eyes left nowhere. Then a song that she loved came on the radio. " I just bought 
this album on vinyl! This song is incredible." She laughed with excitement. 

Shit. Her laugh. She sang the lyrics to the song Horchata by Vampire Weekend as she leaned her head out 
the window. 

Here comes a feeling you thought you'd forgotten 

Chairs to sit and sidewalks to walk on 

Oh, you had it but, oh no, you lost it 

You understood so you shouldn't have fought it. 

I couldn't take my eyes off of her. I would be perfectly content dying in this moment, right here. 


Then, a whipping smell of smoke filled my lungs. What happened? Where was I? I looked to my right and 
Allie was missing. My window had been smashed to pieces. The air bags went off and I couldn't see 
anything else. I touched my head and looked at my hands. I was bleeding. 

I opened the car door and fell onto the ground. My ribs ached as if they'd been hit with a bat over and over 
again. I rolled to my side and saw that I hit a tree on the roadway. Shit. Shit, shit, shit. Where is Allie? Did 
she fly out the windshield? Oh god, where the fuck is she? 
A million thoughts raced through my mind. What was I thinking? I wasn't. 

I stumbled around the grass to look for her, but there was no sight of her. She wasn't in the street. She 
wasn't on the grass. The windshield was still intact, so she couldn't of flown out. I didn't see her anywhere. 
She was gone. 

I hurled myself up on her side of the car to open the glove box. There has to be more information I could 

find out about her, besides her magnificent taste in music. I found a wallet and opened it. The ID read " Ray 

Luna". Ray Luna? Who the fuck is that? I didn't recognize his face. 

I reached for my phone and dialed Adam's number. 

" Hey Jake, what's up? You left the party real fast. Where are you?" 

I read the clock. 3:12 a.m. 

" I don't know man, I left with this girl Allie. She said she was Anna's little sister. She was with me and I 
just crashed her car, but she's gone and I'm confused as shit," I said. 

"Little sister? She doesn't have a sister. And dude, you were alone when you left. Are you hurt?" 

This isn't the first time this happened. But I was more disappointed than the times before. 

" I'll be fine. Do you think you can pick me up from the gas station on the corner of Curtner and 2 nd street?" 

" I'll be right there," he said. 

I hung up my phone and put it in my pocket. I took a deep breath, grabbed a twenty out of Ray Luna's 
wallet and started walking. 
This time, I knew what was real. 



Untitled 

Julian Tong 

the light shut out in the window pane 
shutters drawn, isolations bane 
stagnant air fills my wonderment 
rusted chair on the concrete bent 
the trees were withered since I've 
been outside 

but the outside world, I can never 
confide there's no sign on the tattered walls 
bottles strewn answering my call 

faith in my hands spilling through 
sometimes it seems all these letters 
were for you 

but white lies always turn to black 
moments like these can never come 
back 

so bide your time, I'll just waste 
all these facts will just turn 
complacent 

and the light starts to sign back through 
I'll shut the blinds, no hope imbued 


Bad To Worse 

Jared Carrillo 


A blow to the face. A kick to the liver. A smack from a steel girder. A shot from a ray gun. The sting 
of acid. These are all things I would prefer to have than hear the things they say to me. Even now as I stop 
an armed robber, they shout obscenities at me. "Freak", "Ass hole", "sicko", even "pervert". I am none of 
these things. Why do they say them to me? As I walk the criminal to a light pole, to tie him up for the 
police, they feel the need to get as close as possible to me and say things to me. 

"Leave our city, you sick fuck!" a young man yells, inches from my face. I try to not respond in any 
way. He feels proud and goes back to the safety of his friends. Then a group of school children pass us. 
They stop to look, they see it is me and they almost immediately begin to hiss and boo me with the rest of 
the, now growing, crowd. A distraught look passes over my face. The fact that the children do not like 
me,envelops my heart in a thick cloud of sorrow. I finished tying the robber to the light post and crumbled 
his gun in my hands. I turned and I did not fly away as usual. No, the sorrow put a labor on my flight and 
made my undulations like a glide. I glide away from their hate, but this was pointless because it stayed 
with me. 

I flew through the air, nowhere in particular. I have nowhere to go, I just fly throughout the city, 
stopping at whatever crime I come across. I have no other purpose. I just help them, even though they don't 
want it anymore. When I first came to this city, they loved me. Now only a year later, they have grown to 
hate me. But I still help them, even though they don't want help from me. 

I look down and see a man robbing what looks like a small store with some kind of gun. I start to fly 
down, I don't want anyone to get hurt. When I land I see that the robbery has now turned into a standoff. 
The robber has a pistol, and the store owner has a shot gun aimed at each other. I walk into the store and 
make my way past the 3 frightened patrons huddled together in the corner, but their faces sour when they 


see me. Then both robber and owner see me and they forget about each other and aim both guns at me. The 
robber says "Fuck off, asshole!" 

Then the owner tells me "Get the hell outta my store, freak!" 

Their words mar my flesh. I take another step forward, they keep both guns on me. I say "Please put 
your weapons away, there is no need for violence." in as calm a voice I can force. One of the store patrons 
yells, "Kill that fuckin' freak!" and the robber squeezed his trigger. 

The bullet flies through the air and rips through my shoulder. Ouch. The wound began to heal and I 
say "Now I have to do something." in a monotone voice. I stride toward the robber and as I draw close to 
him the store owner lets loose a slug from his shotgun. That one hurts even more and would take longer to 
heal. It hits me to the left of my heart. He might as well shot my heart. Then the three patrons ran out of the 
store yelling "Call the cops! It's HIM!" 

That hurt more than the slug, it felt like the slug hit my heart and then exploded leaving an empty 
longing in my chest. I keep walking toward the robber, but he was too nervous to fire again. The owner 
however, lets loose another round, hitting my arm. I grab the robber and take away his gun, snapping it in 
two. As we leave the store owner didn't shoot but he began to cuss me out, all the way to the curb. Then I 
see what is waiting for me out there. Several police officers with guns pointed at me. One says over a 
bullhorn "Let the hostage go!" 

"What?" 

"Officer," I replied "This is not my hostage, he is a criminal! I caught him trying to rob this store!" 

The officer whispers to another then replies, "We have snipers trained on you, let the hostage go or 
we will be forced to open fire!" 

Why do they think he is a hostage? Do they really think of me like that? All I do is help them, why 
do they treat me so? 

Then I feel a large round pierce my right shoulder. The snipers have opened fire. I let go of the 
"hostage" and he runs to the safety of the police. But he was no longer my concern. Neither was the 
growing amount of police or the snipers firing upon me. What mattered was the fact that they were doing 


this. The fact that the crowd of civilians was cheering the police on. The fact that they had turned against 
me after I had done nothing, but help this cesspool of a city. There was great sorrow in my heart. There was 
a look of great pain on my face, not physical pain but something stranger. It hurt to know that they hated 
me. There were bullets impaling my body almost everywhere. That hurt too, but not as much as my heart. 
It was too much to bare, so I fly away. They yell at me to stop but I can not stand the guns and the hate. 

I fly to a new, nicer part of the city. There was usually not very many crimes here, but I fly by here to 
make sure there to make sure there none anyways. As I fly I see a plume of smoke off in the distance, a fire 
possiby. I fly faster, but it still feels like I am going too slow. I come closer to the fire to find a home ablaze. I 
land, going in through a window, ooking for people. I find a man and woman passed out in a room. As I 
pick them up, I hear the sirens. Good, the police and firefighters are here. I float from their bedroom to the 
ground with the couple in my arms. Firefighters and police officers are there waiting for me. I look at their 
faces and see malice. They hate the sight of me, I see in their eyes they wanted nothing less than to see me 
dead. I feel a great weight on me, making me sink down to the ground faster. 

Then they draw their weapons and say, "Alright freak, put the couple down, and no one gets hurt. " 

"All I did was help them," I say as I take a step toward them. 

"PUT THEM DOWN!" 

I do what he says. A paramedic takes them to an ambulance. Then the officer speaks again "Now, 
come with us." I take a step closer and start to say something when one fires. His bullet hits me, but I do 
not feel the usual feeling of a bullet destroying flesh. This time I feel sorrow, agony, a great urge to cry out 
in pain and utter sadness. 

Then the rest of them open fire on me. The feeling intensifies with every bullet. As the pain reachs a 
certain level, it was almost as though a switch flipped deep in my soul. All the love I had felt for them, the 
burning white light that fueled my passion for their lives became a black tar that made me see red. For all 
the lives I saved and all the effort I put in to help make life better for the people of this city, it still was not 
enough. And because it was not enough, they resented me for it and the resentment festered into hate. I 
now understood that this was happened to them because now it was happening to me. Fine, if they do not 


want a savior, they will get a destroyer. Great hate spread across my heart. I hated them all. They were so 
ungrateful, like spoiled children. So, like children, they must be punished. And punished they were. 

I fly over to the closest cop and break both his arms. I break the left with a simple squeeze of my 
hand. I pick up another and throw him into the crowd that had gathered. I take a patrol car and use it to 
smash the cops that were left. I take the fire truck and throw it at the smoldering building. Another cop 
starts to shoot at me, but it makes no difference. I walk over to him, and I could feel the wave of hate that 
had been building up all these years build behind my fist. I cock my hand back and get closer. I see now 
that he feared me. Good. 

My fist was heavy with hate when it hits him. There is so much anger in me that the blow takes his 
head clean off. 

I had forgotten how fragile they were. People are screaming and running around frantically. I pick 
one from the crowd at random and tear them in half or throw the pieces into others or smash them into the 
ground. It reminds me of when I first came to this place, how they would cheer for me. How they would 
run up and hug me or high five me or even kiss me. Now they do the opposite, they run and cower and 
scream in fear. And I like it just as much, perhaps even more. 




If I Were A Sound 

Meggan Sisto 


I'd be the rumble bouldering from the lion's bloody 
tongue, confessing the death of necessary prey 

I'd be the patter of parachuting drops cleansing 
the sidewalk of sins, scars, and scruples 

I'd be the sizzle and crack of bubbling bacon 
lunging for the flesh of an untrained cook 

I'd be the boom ricocheting from cupped hands 
boasting of success, support, satisfaction 

If I were a sound, I'd be the quiet coo fluttering 
from a sleeping babies pink pout 

I'd be the hollering shrill of an ambulance 
ripping apart ears and patching up hearts 

I'd be the sweetened sigh escaping sated lips, 
stirred senses, solved thoughts 



I'd be the wobbly whispered prayer hugging 
souls, carrying bones, lifting hope 

If I were a sound, I'd still be the same 
syllables bouncing off the tongue 
whenever you spoke my name 


Portrait by Kayelynn Welsh 




Jackie 

Matt Chow 


It's ten, dark outside, so it has to be night. I don't hear noise outside. That's weird, where's Jackie? 
I've fallen asleep at my desk in front of my computer. The only thing illuminating the room is the faint 
glow from my computer screen. I get up and close my laptop before I get to the door. There is no light from 
under it, I find that strange, but I don't know why. I open the door and it creaks open as if the hinges were 
rusted, but they aren't, I check. I walk out through the hallway to the living room. The house is deserted, 
where's Jackie? I remember the cell phone in my room; I charge my phone when I'm sleeping. I walk back 
through the dark house and suddenly there is movement in the hall beyond my 
room. It startles me in this deserted house and I forget about the phone. 

"Jackie?" I shout towards where I saw the movement. No response. I move closer, "Jackie?" I shout 
again, still no response. I get to the doorway of the master bedroom, but it's so dark that I can't see 
anything. I move my hand along the wall until I find the light switch. I flick it up, but the light doesn't 
turn all the way on. The circuit is broken and the bulb begins to flash instead of producing a constant, 
dull beam of light. At first I don't see anything, but then as my eyes begin to focus I see the outline of a 
creature, small in size, but monstrous in demeanor. It hisses and jumps towards me. 

"Darrell," I say as my cat comes to greet me, "Has someone fed you yet?" The look on Darrell's 
face says no and as I walk out of the bedroom it begins to lead me towards the kitchen. I decide that I'll 
call Jackie from the phone in the den after I feed Darrell. I pick him up mid-way towards the kitchen and 
set him down next to his bowl. The fridge opens with a sigh. Cool air hits my face and I realize that I have 
been sweating, the stale water falling down my face. I grab the cat food and feed Darrell as he rolls around 
next to his bowl affectionately. 

The lights go on in the den and the light is reassuring. I grab the phone from next to the television 
and dial Jackie's cell number. The phone rings once, twice, and in the middle of the third ring, Jackie picks 


up, or at least I think its Jackie. I hear someone fumble around with the phone as if they are trying to grab 
at it from an awkward position. Finally a voice comes through, "Hello?" Its Jackie, her voice is just like I 
remember it. 

"Jackie, where are you? Shouldn't you be home by now?" I say into the landline. 
"Hello?" Jackie says again, somewhat perplexed. 

She doesn't hear me. I repeat myself, but to no avail. Jackie can't seem to hear me on the 
"Hello?" She asks a third time, but no matter how hard I try, she can't seem to hear me. She hangs 
up and I am confused. I place the phone back into its stand and walk back into the kitchen. Darrell is done 
with his food and he looks at me, tilting his head. I pet his head and walk back to my office. I check my 
phone: Two messages. 

"Doug. . .Doug, don't leave, don't go, I don't know what to do when you're gone." It's Jackie's voice. 

But she isn't making sense. She sounds desperate, but she knows where I am. I'm home, in our 
house. I haven't gone anywhere; I passed out at my desk again, like always. I turn to the second message. 

"Doug. . .1. . .will be home. . .late. . .please feed Darrell and. . .don't wait. . ." That message made more 
sense, but Jackie sounded weird, almost robotic. She was also being vague; why was she going to be late? It 
didn't make any sense. I try to call Jackie from my cell and the same thing happens, she can't hear me. I 
check my reception and my bars are at zero. I sigh with frustration as Darrell comes sauntering into the 
room. I don't feel comfortable about Jackie, but she seems to be okay, at least, she doesn't sound scared in 
her hellos. 

I sit down in front of my laptop and open it again. I thought I was writing something, but Word 
isn't even open. Darrell jumps into my lap expecting a scratching. I oblige out of habit as I play around on 
my computer. I'm surfing around for at least twenty minutes before I see something on the desktop. A 
document titled: READ THIS. I open it and there are only five words typed into it: "Jackie's Gone. . . It 
Killed Her." 

I jolt backwards and Darrell meows rudely to signal his dissatisfaction with my sudden movement. 
But, now I'm freaking out. Who wrote this? Does it have anything to do with the phone problems? Where is 


Jackie? I get up out of my seat, letting Darrell jump off my lap. I grab my keys off the and rush to the front 
door, but when I turn the knob, the door won't budge. It's not locked. I twist the deadbolt a couple of times 
just to make sure. I pull at the door, but it doesn't move. I look out the window, but there is nothing 
obstructing its movement. I struggle with the door for a while, but to no avail. I run to the backyard, the 
sliding door opens quickly, but when I get to the fence door, I encounter the same exact problem. I grab a 
chair from the kitchen and attempt to climb over the fence. I find my way over, but fall on my leg, causing 
me to limp to the car. I slam the driver's seat door shut behind me and turn the key, but all I hear is the 
sputter of what must be a dead battery. I try a couple more times, but then, defeated, I jump out of the car 
and kick one of the wheels in frustration. I contemplate running to Jackie's work, but is she even there at a 
time like this? Where else would she go? Out with friends? A co-worker? To the grocery store? We do need 
more milk. . . But that message had me worried. I began to run down the driveway towards the street, but 
suddenly I stopped in my tracks. I was overwhelmed by a sense of fear and desperation. I tried to run 
farther down my driveway, but my body felt frozen. I turned back. 

I walk towards the front door and realize that the door was locked or obstructed by something. I 
examine the door, but nothing seems to be different. There is nothing new that would stop it from opening, 
no broken piece, no blockage, nothing. I place my hand on doorknob and it turns almost 
effortlessly. The door swings open as if the hinges were newly oiled and I am given entrance to the 
house as if it wanted me there. I pick up my phone and begin calling all of Jackie's friends that I have 
numbers for. Each time they cannot hear me and the signal won't get better no matter which room of the 
house I'm in. 

I go back to my office in the hopes of gleaning a clue from the message, but to my shock and 
dismay the message is gone. Disappeared as if it had never been there, I look for it just in case it had 
somehow moved, but the computer has no record of the message, it is gone and someone has deleted 
it. Someone is in the house, it must be, but I haven't seen anyone but Darrell the cat. I don't know what's 
going on, but I know Jackie's in trouble and that is what I should be focusing on. I need to reach her 
somehow, but nothing in this damn house works. I walk out into the kitchen and reunite with Darrell who 


has been licking himself underneath the dinner table. I flick the light switch, but the lamp, instead of the 

steady stream of light like before, flickers like the light in the bedroom. I see things every halfsecond like a 

strobe light. I try to live with it, but eventually I just turn it off and maneuver my way 

towards the sink in the dark. I wash my face and feel eyes on me. I try to turn slowly to see what this 

feeling is and suddenly there is movement right next to me. I jump back and land my ass on the kitchen 

floor. I look up, but it is only Darrell trying to get my attention. 

and he purrs with satisfaction. 

Suddenly, as I am calming my nerves and petting Darrell, I hear a knock 
from beneath me. I freeze and look down, but silence follows and I think it might just be a mix of my 
alert status and my imagination. I intend to walk back to my office, but stop dead in my tracks once I 
hear the knocking again. This time two knocks. They are coming from the basement, that is the only 
thing down there, but Jackie and I locked up the basement months ago in preparation for the winter. 

Nothing could have gotten down there. I shake my head and try to ignore the knocking, but it won't 
let me. I hear three more knocks, one right after the other. I go into the garage, thank god the door isn't 
stuck and look for a flashlight. Something I should have done first, but now is better than never. I fumble 
through the drawers in the dark, since the light won't turn on and root around for the flashlight. I finally 
find it, but like all the other lights in the house, this one is slowly dying. The beam flickers from time to 
time, so I know I only have a couple minutes before it's completely done. I walk out into the backyard and 
towards the basement doors. The sky is no longer clear and storm clouds are gathering and a heavy wind 
blows above me. I can hear the knocking outside the doors as I get closer. You better not be fucking with me 
Jackie, I think as I pry the doors open and quickly rush inside before the wind blows the doors closed. 

"What is going on with you?" I ask him, "You are never usually so attentive." 

I turn on the flashlight and hit it when the light flickers. I look around and at first glance there is 
nothing new. I walk towards the bulb light at the center of the room and pull down on it. The light turns on 
right as the knocking becomes furious and constant. The sound is mind-numbing and I look around 
desperately to verify that nothing is here before I run outside, but I cannot do that. I see something that I 


don't remember putting down here. A huge thing covered with a tarp, I inch closer to it as the knocking 
becomes louder. I inch slowly towards the object, grabbing ahold of the tarp. I pull the tarp down just as 
the lights go out and the knocking stops. Its pitch black and the overwhelming sense of fear comes back, 
causing me to fall to my knees. I feel something moving in the darkness, something large and heavy. 

The ground begins to shake and the fear breaks. I scramble out of the basement and slam the doors 
behind me. One hand pushing against the door in the hope of keeping whatever was down there away 
from me and one hand scrambling to find the lock I had left at the foot of the doors. Whatever is down 
there begins to push against the doors and I jump to push my entire weight up against the doors. It hits the 
doors again, and I almost cannot hold it back. I slide down to grab the lock and finally lock the basement 
doors. I jump up and the beast stops pushing against the doors. I hear a growl from behind the wooden 
boards. I see a strange glow from behind the basement doors and the terror freezes me to my fate. I close 
my eyes. 

Doug! Doug!" It's Jackie's voice. I hear the front door slam behind her and the lights go on in the 
kitchen. "Doug! Where are you?" 

"Here!" I basically shout from the backyard. I hear her move around the rooms as I look down at 
the basement doors and it's gone. 

"What are you doing out here? It's gonna rain tonight you know," Jackie says perfectly calm. 

"Oh. . .yeah," I walk towards her. 

"Are you alright?" She asks, "You're pale as a ghost." 

"Yeah," I respond with a sigh of relief, "Are you okay?" 

"Yeah, I stopped by Danette's on the way home. You know she's been going through that nasty 
divorce with Bill." 

"Oh, yeah, that's what it was," I walk over to the sofa and plop down. 

"...Are you sure you're okay?" Jackie asks as she walks up to me. 

I take her by the hands, "Yes, now that you're home, I have no worries at all." 


"Alright," she sighed and dropped her hands, "Well I'm tired, so I'm gonna take a shower and go to 

bed." 

"Alright, well I'm gonna do some more work and then join you for that shower," I say with a shaky 

grin. 

"Pervert," She says as she walks towards the bedroom, "Don't take too long." 

"Just a few more lines," I say. I sit there for a second, confused, but glad that it was over. I walk 
to my office. As I walk, my hands are shaking. My body is still coming down from the fear. The light from 
my laptop illuminates the room and in that light I see Darrell in the doorway playing with a blanket of 
some sort. It looks familiar, but I cannot recall ever having such a large and dirty blanket. I walked closer to 
it and as I touched the blanket I realized that it was the tarp covering whatever had been down in the 
basement. My hand jolts back and suddenly a rush of fear grabs ahold of me. The monster is in the house. I 
feel weak in the knees and grab the desk to keep myself standing. My head is begins to ring and I can't 
move, I haven't heard it since I was in the basement, but this was definitely the tarp I saw down there. My 
mind sharply turns to Jackie, she's here now, in danger. I break free from my fear for only a second and in 
an attempt to go to her, I trip on the charge cord to my laptop. I fall and my laptop crashes to the ground 
with me. I begin to stand up, but as I open my eyes something on the computer screen catches my eye. A 
document had been left open, but it isn't mine. It had three words on the page, just three words. I grab the 
screen in disbelief, but the words don't change. I feel my heart beating faster and faster, I drop the laptop 
because the strength leaves my arms and I drop to my knees again. I don't even try to catch myself. I sit 
there fully frozen as Darrell looks up at me and meows. Suddenly, I hear Jackie turn the shower nozzle and 
the sound of falling water stops. I look up and all the lights in the house go dark. 




A Day of Ordinary Thinking 

Peter Verbica 


God doesn't pity widows, 
I imagine, 

looking through 

the Mission museum window bars. 

The face of the largest Madonna in the garden blushes in the sun 

with this revelation. 

Why am I too cheap 
to pay admission, 

I wonder as I am 

taunted by recordings of Gregorian chants 

which work their way through the wood. 

I smile and exchange pleasantries with a docent 
working the cash register. 


Out of nervousness, I 
photograph a wall of crucifixes. 

I walk past the lean-to's, which used to house Spanish soldiers, 
the cacti fruit with their blooms and bristles, 
the adobe half- walls. 

I continue past the white-washed crosses under a patchwork of branches. 

Olive trees dance like Salome in the wind, and for a moment, I loose my head. 

You aren't with me to see the statue of an Indian in rapture, 
the mismatched and shaded pavers, 
the mud and terra-cotta archways, 
a family picnicking in the graveyard. 

I notice that barn swallows have rebuilt homes under the eaves. I can see that prior generations of 
caretakers knew to paint them blue, 


but that this knowledge had faded away, 


like a words from a Latin mass. 

It is the beauty of the open fields which take me aback, gilded and bronzed in the afternoon, 

the beauty, but also the brutality, as I notice a congregation of migrants with bent backs, 

picking berries. 

I take a drink from a fountain, 

leaning my head 

over the drain as if it 

is a moment on a silver platter. 

The hewn church doors are locked. To be expected on a Saturday, I suppose, but still, it saddens me. 

Olivia and John are dead. You had been married here, 
in this little town, 

which hides in the hills 

like a forgotten sister 

to more her more famous sibling Carmel. 

Here, the wine is served in pitchers, 


while slices of oranges slowly seep in the red burgundy. 

Only you could strike pose after pose in an ill-fitting dress and pull it off. 

Languid fingers, 

you hold a cigarette, 

your hand resting on a fence post, 

at ease with New York City sycophants, but all the while, 


pining like a seasick priest 
for the coast of California, 


I realize, 

after a day of ordinary thinking. 




Hannah 

Rick Enolam 



On the bank of the water, she let her fingers brush through a six-flowered bush that hid in the shade 
of surrounding conifers. Sunlight splayed through the trappings of the forest that lay behind her and 
around, falling soft and golden upon the bank of the water and on the green shawl dressed loose around 
her body. The weaved trim of that shawl caught the light with her willful movements, nestled there in the 


brush, a silky beacon enveloped in umbrage. She lowered to one knee and spread past loose leaves to dirt 
with her fingers in clockwise circles, then spinning them back again, pausing to marvel at her creation. The 
lake by which she crouched was a deep cerulean, neither cold nor inviting but still thick enough to mirror 
the sky and the tips of the looming trees. She thought to circle it and continue up the hills, but instead she 
approached the water. She edged closer with her feet and slid her legs onto the ground, closer to the rocky 
sand. Her toes felt for the water, then dipped in past the leather soles of her talarias. A guttural sound 
wailed from across the lake, and she looked up to see an elk, padding his hooves, almost beckoning her. 
They exchanged foreign glances until the elk swung his head left, disappearing into the brush until only his 
bouncing antlers were visible. She brought her leg back and looked across the lake. Unfocusing her eyes till 
they stung, she carefully embraced the light in a soft, shapeless smear of sun. 

Continuing to walk, she was nimble along the bank as light still speckled her eyes. Pebbles held her 
feet and little shards pushed up between her toes but did not cut her. She wondered if the blue of the sky 
had shaded the light a certain way, or where it even began but she somehow she knew. It had been blue for 
as long as she had been walking, and she forgot that clouds could appear and splash themselves across the 
sky. 

The air exchanged with her chest, and she flexed her tongue through the rushing blast to taste it. 
Her lips smacked the wet sweetness on the tip of her tongue with the melted syrup of the trees. Summer 
brought sap, bursting torpidly from the cracks in bark, feeding it's thick flesh, but she did not know why 
that information had now drifted up between her thoughts, or even why she had found herself searching 
this place. An ancient demeanor seemed to be pouring over her, foraging her body for a pursuit, pure in its 
aim and intention. 

The ambit shape of lake began to draw out in a wider circle, and the its waves tugged at her feet 
and the pebbleshelled beach that at its most eastern point grew into a slim, erratic peninsula. From a 
distance she would look something like a lost angel; ethereal and robed in white, unsure of her place, 
wavering near the shore as if the water might resemble grace. But she knew of no angel to hesitate, or claw 
at the earthly surroundings as she was so fragile. No, more simply, she needed something that reached 
beyond fleshy whims of the constrained. She felt favored in a way beyond explaining. 


Then something flashed again from the standing trees. Her pacing stopped, and she moved towards 
the water. Was it an antler that caused the glimmer? Some splinter of sun? It was something like beam 
momentarily reflecting across the lake, as benign as the light that hits walking out of a shadow, but 
whatever it was, she knew she had found it. 

Again with her talarias she prodded the water, looking up seldomly across the lake to maybe catch 
the light again. She knew it was there, even if she couldn't see it. 

The possibilities consumed her, smothering the singular purpose she had so recently felt. She fell 
back against the bumpy beach, digging her fingers in the stones, ruminating on what she was sure laid over 
the water. She continued to watch for any flash or sparkling movement in the trees, and the wind began to 
pick up rolling the casual waves that kissed the shore into fast flurries of water and clear white foam. She 
made note of this while on occasion looking up to the far trees. 

That glimmering haze willing her through the brush had begun to dampen now, and now she stood 
at the shore in her murmered trepidation. Like the feeling of lacking place, name or much of anything that 
tethered one to this world. But she knew this little glimmer, and recognized it as her purpose, solely. 

So she continued, wading the circumference of the lake in its shallow edges until reaching the other 
side, making her way up the low bank, pushing through the brush and trees. The swath of plants was 
thicker than the other side of the lake, filled with leather-like leaves, each branch in a mad-dash from its 
roots. Some curled and knotted into petrified implosions, but most attacked the air for any space, spindly 
and erratic claws of wood reaching for sun yet ingested. She high-stepped through the loamy hillside, 
swatting at the branches in her face. Earth and small twigs and leaves pricked her talarias, but her pace was 
light and uniform and she didn't notice. 

Her path was focused, cutting a line through the foliage. She scaled the mossy rocks as she spread 
the trees and growths, moving ceaselessly. When she began to reach the top, the light spilled through the 
leaves and formed the outline of the elk. She stopped, careful not to scare him away, and watched his 
shadowed form as it wavered. She watched until the persisten hum of the forest seemed not enough to 


cover the sound of her breath, but she wasn't afraid. The elk stood and she edged forward, softly pressing 
the blocking branches away and behind her. 

Now at the edge of the hill she met the edge of the trees where the elk stood, nuzzling the high 
grass that spread behind him to another horizon. She put out her hands and cupped them. The elk 
continued to rummage in the grass roots, so she took a step closer, hands outstretched. 

Still she went unnoticed. She wanted to call out or even touch it, so she began to move even closer, 
hoping to show the elk whatever grace she held in her hands. They both stood in strange unison, 
interminably bonded but unaware of each other's purpose. As she moved closer, for once something filled 
her with doubt. Now a foot from the elk, hearing it's small snorts as it chewed on dry stalks, its harsh, 
musky smell she knew she had found it. 
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If you're lucky, you might be able to snag a copy of this issue for free as we are dropping them in 
select locations around the bay. Otherwise, write to papinozine(q)gmail.com and get a copy for 3 
bucks (plus shipping you cheap fucks). 
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